VERNON   WATKINS,                        183

The Spoils of War

The world is weaned from this one dead by the thread

of a shawl,
How little a pin

Unfastening the fold and fuse of light in Lucifer's fall ;
The world is weaned from a point in the estuary of the

grail,

This pin, this point over and under the Bristol

Channel's wailing,
Piercing the sky carried in the breast, flung to the

maniac grin
Of brains and shattered windows. A mad child sucks at

her wall

She sprang, luminous on a wish, to the trivial
Tread of her gallows-drop, reaching for a cushion for

her child in the shelter to sleep on,
Crossed her own tombstone, then all the stars ran in
And the world shot back like a ball;
Dropping from nowhere through a whirlwind of skies

and eyes,

Casting the vesture and tidings of those calamities,
To a shrouded, most mute place, to her inmost call.

And the pavings, crying they were crossed, ring out

In a skipping-rope world of to-morrow's names and
games,

That they were crossed, crossed, certainly crossed by
the same,

Same feet* 0 gag those echoes down, lest the blood-
stains shout.

Cover the crypt of her footprint, running from the
sleepless sheltered one,